CHAPTER X

BBOWNINO

The Joseph Severn Memoirs

To William Sharp, as to many others, the closing days
of 1899 brought a deep personal sorrow in the death of
Eobert Browning. The younger man had known him for
several years, and had always received a warm welcome
from the Poet in his house in "Warwick Crescent which,
with its outlook on the water of broad angle of the canal
with its little tree clad island, he declared laughingly, re-
minded him of Venice. And kindly he was too, when,
coming to the first of our " At Homes " in South Hamp-
stead, he assured me with a genial smile " I like to come,
because I know young people like to have me."

" It is needless to dwell upon the grief everywhere felt
and expressed for the irreparable loss " (W. S. wrote in
his monograph on Browning). The magnificent closing
lines of Shelley's "Alastor" have occurred to many a
mourner, for gone indeed was " a surpassing Spirit." The
superb pomp of the Venetian funeral, the solemn gran-
deur of the interment in Westminster Abbey, do not seem
worth recording: so insignificant are all these accidents of
death made by the supreme fact itself. Yet it is fitting
to know that Venice has never in modern times afforded
a more impressive sight than those of craped proces-
sional gondolas following the high flower-strewn famous
barge through the thronged water-ways and out across
the lagoon to the desolate Isle of the Dead: that London
has rarely seen aught more solemn than the fog-dusked
Cathedral spaces, echoing at first with the slow tramp of
the pall-bearers, and then with the sweet aerial music
swaying upward the loved familiar words of the " Lyric
Voice " hushed so long before. Yet the poet was as much
honoured by those humble friends, Lambeth artificers and
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fand fog daily outside. We cast
